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The Hole in the Bank: 


ee 


OR, 


NICK CARTERS CAMPAIGN AGAINST «CAPT, 


GOLD.” 


By the Author of ““NICK CARTER.’? 


CHAPTER I. 


A LIVELY SCENE IN A BANK PRESIDENT’S 


OFFICE. ~ 
“T’ve found it!” 
“What?” 
“The hole in the bank.” 
When President Tyler, of the Wall Street 
National Bank, asked Nick Carter what he 


Hee, had found, he knew in advance what the an- 


ee 


~ Three days before, Sydney Westcott, cash- 


J 


a 


“swer would be. 

The world’s greatest detective had bees en- 
gaged to look for just that thing. Dollars 
had been leaking out of that great and rich 
institution. The question was to find the 
leak. 


_ier of the bank, had announced at a meeting 


of the board of directors that something was 


wrong. <0 


wee 


\ 


Det 


President. Tyler had doubted it. 


- the cashier. 


te had 
asked for. Parbealay and the, cashier— who s 


was himself one of the oldest of the bank’s 
directors—had been unable to give them. 

He had ascertained that. something was 
wrong, and that was about all. 
President Tyler had had an argument about 
it before the board met, and the president had 
asked Mr. Westcott not to state what he had 


— 


2 
a 


He and — 


discovered to the board. The cashier had in- - 


sisted upon doing so. ‘ 
At the meeting, the president had sug- 
gested a quiet investigation by himself and 
The latter had opposed that 
idea, and had urged that Nick Carter be 
called in. 
The directors were scared. They remem- 


bered the recent plunderings of banks. They _° 


wanted exact information about the condition 
of their own bank, and oo waned it PES 
away. 


So they sided ate: ihe eke and voted — E 
that. ue Se should, te called in The 


president voted against it, in a lonesome ma- 
E jotity of one.* ; 
Then, the directors, to show that they still 
had perfect confidence in their president, 
voted that he should engage Nick, and that 
the great detective should report to him. 

Nick had come to make his report. He 
began it in the words with which this record 
opens—a record of one of the shrewdest 
crimes in the history of the street. 

President Tyler tapped on his desk ner- 
vously. 

“Where is it?” hé asked. 

“Bookkeeper James Dunham can tell you. 
Shall I call him in?” 


- “Wait. You go too fast for me. Is it pos- 
sible that Dunham is a thief?” 
“Tt’s better than possible. | It’s sure.” 


. “How much has been stolen?” 


“T don’t believe Dunham himself could tell” 


you that without taking several days to go 
over his books. However, I know enough to 
satisfy me that the amount is very large.” 

“Several thousands?” said the president, 
weakly. 

Nick smiled. 

“Several hindreds of thousands,” 
plied. . “Neither of us would make much fuss 


about any sum that could be written in four 


he re- 


figures.” 
_. “Of course not, of course not,” said the 
president, running his fingers through his 
| gray hair. 
“T wonder what’s the matter with him,” 
thought Nick. “He ¢an’t be in this himself. 
No, no; Tyler’s an honest man. Can it be 
that he has any reason for shielding Dun- 
ham?” 


“T can tell you the method,” he said, aloud,’ 


, It was a good one, but not new. It’s been 
_ worked before.” 
The president was silent. 


“Perhaps you'd rather hizo it from Dun- 
tates said Nick, arsine Gita ee 
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He was still revolving in his mind the ques- 
tion which he had been asking himself ever 
since he began the investigation: “Why is it 
that Tyler, who is certainly honest, fears the 
result of my search?” fl 4 

Thus far the problem had been too much ; 
even for Nick’s acuteness. 
“No, no,” said Tyler. . “Don’t call Dun- 
ham in. Tell me yourself.” a 

“Very well,” replied the detective, resum- _ 
ing his seat. “This is the scheme in a nut- 
shell: noe 

“Your bank is very old. It is regarded’ 
as being just as solid as the United States 
Treasury. Therefore a good many people 
have used it as the countryrnan uses his stock- — 
ing. : 

“How is that?” 4 

“To hide his money in.” 

“To hide it?” 

#Y es.” 

“I don’t understand you.” 

“That’s queer. You must know, of course, — 
that there are accounts on your books which 
have remained unchanged for years.” 

“Yes; that’s true.” 


F 


“A good many prudent men and women 
have put their money—or a part of it-in 
your hands here, and have been satisfied to : 
let it stay there. ci = 

“They've said to themselves: ‘If vevery- 
thing else on earth goes to smash, the Wall ~ 


' Street National Bank won’t start a rivet. It — 


will be right there, sticking up above the 
wreck as solid as Bunker Hill Monument.’ 
“These people have enough to live on. 
Their déposits with you are merely for safety. 
They never touch them. 
“There are a hundred depositors in die eG 
bank who sie drawn out au mone} 
fifteen years.” i 
“That’s so, no doubt; but. what Of ie?” Sa 
“Everything. ‘There’ s the hole. in the | 


¥ 


bank.” 23 ae 


od 


“T don’t understand. if 
“Why, it’s easy enough. Daibada else 
has been drawing against the accounts of 
these people.” 
“Great heavens! 
Nick nodded. 
- “Forgery by wholesale!” gasped Tyler. 
: _ *No forgery about it,” rejoined Nick. 
= “How can that be? Surely you mean that 
somebotly has been personating these old de- 
. positors and drawing on their accounts?” 
“T don’t mean any#hing of the kind.” 
“Then what do you mean?” 


Is it possible?” 


“Tl tell you by means. of an illustration. 
Suppose a man who hdd an account here 
should walk up to the paying-teller’s window 
and present a good-sized check, so big that 
the teller had_doubts whether the man’s ac- 
What would he dor” 
“Find out whether it was good, of course.” 
“Exactly; and how would he do that?” 
“By asking the bookkeeper.” 


count was good for it. 


“Well, suppose he asked Dunham, - and 
Dunham said the account was good—that the 
man had that much money in the bank? ’ 

“And suppose that man really didn’t have 
What could Dunham do?” : 

_ “T see the game!’ exclaimed the old finan- 
, cier; 


the sum? 


“Dunham could transfer money from 
the account of one of these depositors of 
whom you have spoken to the account of the 

man who presented the check.” 

= _ “That’s just what he did.” 


“Then Dunham had a pall The pal pre- 


sented the checks and Dunham fixed the ac- 


counts.” 
“Of course.” 
“Who was he?” 
: wi “T don’t know yet, but I can find oe eo? 
oT “How?” ; 


“By calling: Dunham in here and forcing 
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for several. minutes. » fe lah 


suggestion. Instead, he sat in deep hi 


. “Now what is he thinking about?” 
aed himself. “I haven’t found any con= 
nection between him and Dunham.” 

Tyler came out of his trance. 


“T wouldn’t do that, ” he said. “If ee e 


* Dunham in here we'll give the alarm. If he 


confesses, we'll only have his word for it, ane 
his pal or pals may escape. 
“Why not wait; keep a sharp lookout, aaa 


_try to nab the man himself in the act?” 


“There’s nothing i in that,” said Nick. “It’s 
the slow way. You don’t want to waste time. 
My advice to you is to get the story out of 
Dunham, make him help you to ascertain the 
exact amount of the sy and then fix it upas — 
quickly as you can.’ 

Again Tyler took time to think. 

“Tt’s a shrewd game,” he muttered. 

“Right,” said Nick; “but it ought not to 
have been allowed to go so far. Your meth- 
od has been bad. Dunham has had his. set of 
books all to himself. Nobody’ s ever checked 
them except the bank examiner, and of course” 
he wasn’t likely to find a thing like that. 
“With your system here it would only be — 
noticed when the sum became very large. AML 
the accounts look straight. 


> 


“Here’s John Jones, we'll say, an old de : 
positor. He has twelve thousand dollars i in 


‘the bank. The books show that he has only, — 


one thousand dollars. Dunham’ s pal has the — 
eleven thousand dollars, and it looks as if 
John Jones had got it. That’s the only dif-~ 

ference. ‘ 


“If Jones should happen to show up here cs 
with a check for two thousand dollars, Dine ae 
ham would simply inform the teller, if he | 
was asked, that Jongs was good for it, and 

he’d transfer. the necessary amount to J 
ae out of: some other old account, r, Paes : 


books, and nobody took the trouble to investi- 
gate. 

“But by and by the enormous amount 
stolen ‘began to appear as an item in the busi- 
ness of the bank. Your deposits showed a 
decrease instead of an increase. 
Westcott snes onto the fact that something 
was wrong.” 

“T see it plainly enough,” said ~ Tyler 
~ "How did you discover the method?” 

“General jndications suggested it to. me,” 
replied Nick. 
of your old depositors, saw their books, and 


“Then I looked up a number 
compared them with Dunham’s. There’s no 
doubt about it.” 

“This is a hard blow,” said the president. 
“T’ve always regarded Dunham as one of the 
- most trustwarthy men in the world.” 

_,“He’s a, thief,” said’ Nick. - “Shall I call 
him in?” 
“No; not yet. 
“plan. 
“Tt will be a mistake. 


Let’s do a little more quiet work first.” 
Dunham may take 


_ the alatm and warn his pals. It’s my opin- 


ion that the gang feels the ground pretty hot 
under its feet already. A rumor got out: of 


that directors’ meeting. _ 

. “No, sir; your plan is bad. ‘The thing to 
do is to swoop down on. Dunham and break 

his nerve.” 

ag can't agree with you.” 

&Very well, Mr. Tyler. 

I wish you good-day.” 


You have had my 
report. 
- “What do you mean to do?” exclaimed the 
old banker. 

“Abandon the case,” said Nick. 

_ “Why will you do that?” ; 

s “Because I mist either manage it or decline 
to be responsible for it. I' got this sna: 
wn to a point where there’ s only. one right 


Then Mr. . 


I don’t approve of that — 


detective was ‘eetalooie = 


oe = rh 
a7 
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you Gon? t want me, fe s all. ‘ 
“Wir. Carter, you insult me.” 
“T state the facts.” 


me!” 

“Excuse me; the position in wine? you 
yourself.” 

“Come, come, Mr. Carter ; let’s ae to an 
agreement.” 

“Call Dunham.” 

“But I tell you that I don’t think it wise. 
I know him better than you do. He will re- 
fuse to speak.” oe cote 


os 
S. 


ra 
ar, 


“Tf he does, under my. questioning, I'll pay — 
the bank’s loss out of my own pocket.” 
“Then to-morrow you shall question him.” * 
“I don’t know anything about to- -morrow. 
To-day’s the time to do to-day’s’ work. | 
Plenty of things may happen before * tems, ; 
row.” nak, 
The banker paced the cae excitedly. 
“T am disappointed in you, Mr. Carter!” eS 
exclaimed. “You are less shrewd than I sup 
posed. You are advising me to do something 


which I should regret.” ia ee 


“Very well; don’t do it,” said Nick. ey 
yous my peed and shall ae my usual fee. 


>3% 


a hope you one reconsider this,” said 


with you?” es 
sat my home; but it wo 
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sorry for him. He’s making an awful mis- 
take.” 
~~ That evening he received a telegram from 
~ the bank president, as follows: 
“Have changed my mind. Come to the 
bank to-morrow at ten and-we will do as you 
_ Suggest.” 
“Patsy ?” called the detective. 
- The clever shadow entered the room. 
“Go to James Dunham’s house in Brook- 
lyn and keep your eye on him.” 
Patsy vanished. 


At one o’clock that night he sent Nick a- 


telegram: 
ABE has been home, but has left, probably 
for good. No trace as yet.” 
“Skipped,” muttered ~ Nick. 
posed.” 


“So I sup- 


‘CHAPTER II. 
CAPTAIN 

Scarcely had Nick read Patsy’s telegram 
-when he heard a heavy carriage rumble up 
before his door, Then a murmur of voices 
came up from the sidewalk. 

The detective glanced out of the window. 
There was light enough to show him that it 
was no common equipage which had brought 

_ his visitors. . 


GOLD. 


There was a coachman in a very swell liv- 
ery on the box, and a footman was holding 
Fn a : - 
the door open’ while several gentlemen 
climbed. out. 

Nick knew what to expect. A bank di- 


rector’s meeting had been turned loose upon 
him. i; 


1 


A few minutes inter the whole party was 
sin the study. The Wall Street National 
Bank was very well represented. 


— President Tyler was there, looking weary 
and sick. ‘He leaned heavily upon the arm of 
oa tall and strong young man—evidently his 
~ son, we - ee pie pce 


and business-like. 


eran ‘was aoe, a weak atten ot of Pre esid 


The other visitors — " 
A. Se Reinhart, John P. ‘Roosevel: 


men of Wall street, well known to Nicks, and 
indeed, to the public at large. 

_ As soon as he had assisted his father io a 
seat, young Tyler withdrew into another 
room. He had no connection with the bank, 
and had come only for the purpose of looking 
out for his father, whose infirmities, natural 


to his.age, had been much increased by re- 


cent anxiety. 


Westcott acted as spokesman for the’ di- 


-rectors. 


“This affair begins to look mighty bad, 
Mr. Carter,” he said. “You can judge that 
it’s no small matter that brings us all here at 
this time of night. . 


- “Since you left the bank, after your little . 


disagreement with President Tyler, we’ve had — 
experts on Dunham’s books, and they say — 


there’s the devil to pay. 


“Of course it’s impossible in so short a 


time to get any estimate of the real loss, but 
it’s certain to reach half a million. 


“The directors have been in session all this - 


evening, and they have accepted your view of - 


the affair. Without in any way censuring 


President Tyler, they regard it as unfortu- 


nate that he did not take your advice as 
afternoon and call in Dunham. 


“The directors decided to have 
brought before them this evening. 


him 


They se-. 2 


cured a warrant, and sent an officer to his 


home. _He had already taken the alarm.” 


“T found that out for myself,” said Nick. ‘ 
“T sent a man over there as soon as i got e 


President Tyler’s telegram.” 


“That was sent,” 


It was before we got the — 
alarming report from the accountant. ¥ 3 : 
Nick could see easily enough that. it tle: 


said Tyler, uetdre the : 
directors had decided that they wanted Dun- — ig 
‘ham right away. 


" ae to square himself. The shrewd detec- 
he "tive wondered more and more what could be 
the connection between this old and honored 


ade man and James Dunham, the embezzler. 

The question could not be answered at that 
stage of-the proceedings, so Nick turned to 
Westcott. 

“T understand,” said the detective, “that 

you want me to resume the case.” 

EWe-do.” 
“With full authority?” 
“All the authority you want.” 
“Very well, gentlemen, I will take up the 
’ investigation once more, and do my best. to 
recover the ground that has been lost by de- 
lay. The first thing to do is to find out what 
has become of Dunham. Not a moment must 
' be lost. 


me.” 


Therefore I shall ask you to excuse 


He rose, and the Wall street magnates got 
up as if they worked on wires. They all 
bowed at once to the detective. : 
- Nearly forty million dollars were repre- 
sented’ in that room, and it was as if all that 

; money bowed down at the feet of genius. 
Nick did not. wait to enjoy that triumph. 
He hurried away, leaving one of his assistants 
to do the honors to the departing millionaires. 
The detective jumped on a bicycle and 
went flying down the Broadway cable slot to 


Chambers street, and then to the Bridge. In _ 


twenty minutes from his own door he came 
within sight of James Dunham’s»little house 
on Henry street, near Pierrepont, in Brook- 


: lyn. 


The first thing’ Nick 


_ saw was the figure of a man sliding down one 


small, round pillars. 
ee of those pillars. Instantly a woman appeared 
i at a window over the,portico, and cried: 
ore Police Mer in net Laas 

Nick sopiped. over the fence, ast grabbed | 
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-withstand a flame. 
which bears it is not utterly sige it ¢ cat 


'The house had a portico in front, with © ¢ 


“Arrest him!” cried thes woman. 
burglar!” 
“What have you got?” ere ie te 
tective, noticing that Patsy was. carefully : 
shielding something -which he held in his. 
hand. ¢ : a 


=D 


Patsy had found a burned paper on which 
the writing still showed, and he had been 
detected by Mrs. Dunham while in the act | 
of getting away with it. 

“Come this, way!” whispered Nick, and ‘a 
motioned toward the front door of the house. 


It was locked, but Nick had it open in a. 
second, and he led Patsy into the ae 


bright flash of his electric Jai upon “thd 
charred paper. 


So aie as the a. 


be read. as . 

This particular paper was in very haa E: 
shape. It had not been iinproved in ‘the 
course of Patsy’s rapid descent. from the roof ] 
of the portico. | 

“T learned from a servant,” said Patsy; 3 

“that Dunham had scpewved Uae ee eee 

diately burned it. 
and tossed it, into a grate in which t there > 
no fire. a 

“This happened about four aoe in the! 
afternoon, I learned of it about eleven. Mr 
Dunham was sitting i in n thie, room where thé 
state is, and she « 


that pillar. 
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_ “Thinking that she had gone to bed, I 
‘had just got that piece of charred paper out 
_of the grate when Mrs. Dunham came back 
rar caught me. 

“T had just time to see that the message 
| was’ written in pencil and that it showed. 
\Of ‘course that was what I was hoping for.” 


4 Meanwhile Nick had been closely serutin- 


izing the blackened paper. 


“You 
‘squeezed it some while you were sliding down 
Yet I believe that it reveals to 
us the two most important points that the 
original message contained.” 


“It’s pretty far gone,” he said. 


He pointed to the words faintly showing on 


ithe dull black surface. 


“Washington where,” “beyond pursuit,” 


—————— 


_ tells?” whispered Patsy. 


Patsy read the words, “orders are,” 
and 


the signature, “Captain Gold.” 
“Tsn’t it a. wonder how much that scrap 
““Orders’ shows a 


gang. ‘Washington’ is a direct clew to Dun- 


| ham’s whereabouts, and in ‘Captain Gold’ we 


have the leader of the whole gang, the man 


| whose brain directed Dunham in his rob- 


| beries.” 
As Patsy uttered these words, Mrs. Dun- 


i ham rushed into the room. 


Nick did not attempt to disguise the sit- 


,uation. He told the woman as gently as 


| possible that they were in pursuit of her hus- 


band, who had been guilty of irregularities at 
the bank. 


She evidently shared his guilty secret to a 
, Himited extent, and had long helped him bear 
ng burden of it. 


She did not cry “It’s false!” or go through 


_a belief in her. husband’s innocence. 


lata, she said, very quietly, with erly. 


Sines her tone: hie « 


| 
; 
; 
any other performances intended to portray 


‘ “My husband has eon the © tool of wicked 


climbed into the room which she had left. T. ‘hands than where he i is, in theirs.” 


Pe demanded who was set 


men. I would rather he were See in ous s 
“Where is he?” — 
“T do not know,” she responded, in a way 

that convinced Nick of her sincerity. “He 

can communicate with me only through Cap-. 
tain Gold.” 

“Who is Captain Gold?” 

“T cannot answer. I know him only asa 
riame—as a man who gives orders which have 
to be obeyed, and is never seen. My husband 
feared him as if he had been the Evil One 
vpon earth. 
pursuit of my husband it will go hard with 


5 


you, 


If you encounter him in your 


CHAPTER III. 
BEYOND PURSUIT. 


“His light is still burning. He seems to be 
making a night of it.” ; 

The speaker, who was a special officer of 
Major Moore’s staff in Washington, ad- 
dressed the words quoted to a hall-boy on 
night duty in one of the swell hotels of the 
national ‘capital. 

He pointed to the door of a room, over 
which was the usual glazed ventilator. A 
light streamed out, though it was then after 
three o’clock. , 

“T want to get a look at the fellow’s face,” 
continued the officer. “You go to the door 
and knock. Ask if he rang—or better, go 
get a pitcher of ice-water and carry it to 
him.” 

The boy obeyed, while the officer took up 
his position in a room on the opposite side — 
of the corridor from the one previously re- 
ferred to. Holding the door a little ajar, the 
officer waited. 

The boy carried out tie. part of the pro- 


gramme promptly. He knocked upon the 


door of the room in which the light burned. 


| There was a pause. Then a hoarse voice a 


ae 


; ca uae 


-. he had a wig on. 


The 
door was opened a bit, and a white, scared 


The boy made an appropriate answer. 


ace looked out. 
~ “TI didn’t ring for this, but I want it,’ he 
said, and, seizing the pitcher from the boy’s 
hand, he drank an incredible quantity of the 
ice: water. 
_ Then he closed the door and the lock rat- 
tled. 
- The officer came out of his place of con- 
cealinent. 

“Thank you,” he said, “that’s all I shall 
want. ~Be careful not to open your mouth.” 
The boy, with a knowing look, hurried 
The officer walked to the end of the 
corridor, where a man stood in an angle of 


away. 


the wall, posted like a sentinel. 
“Well?” he whispered, 
comrade. 


questioning his 


“Tt guess it’s Dunham: beyond a doubt,” 
said the other. 

“Fe answers the description telegraphed 
by Carter?” 
-~ “Closely. Of course he’s been shaved, and 
But he’d-evidently. clapped 
it on hurriedly when the boy knocked. 
“Even in that light I could see that it was 


- a wig, and that the man’s hair was really of 


Oh, he’s the fellow sure 
“enough. His manner betrays him.” 
cared.t” = 3 rem 


“Ves; nerve all gone. 


‘the right color. 


his face. He'll give us no trouble.” 
- “We're not to arrest, eh?” 
“No; Carter telegraphed to be sure and 
_ guard the man thoroughly ; but that he him- 


self wanted to make the arrest.” i 


“Well, this is an easy job. One of us is | 


sy oe This corridor commands oe door. 
_ There’ sno other way out of his room.’ 
“Except : the window.” 

: 5 “Seven stories high 7%. 2~ 


“Can't help’ that. EP must. be vated. T 


i> 
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out. 


“the door. 


I could see that in’ 


“All right; I'll take care of the windo 
There’s. ‘a yard back. of the hotel. Vi 
watch there.” pee 

He glided away. rhe athe? =: ai 
guard the hall. 

The light in Dunham’s room still br 
The officer stepped to the door and. liste 

All was still at first, and then he heard 
rustling of paper. A few minutes more ©: 
close attention satisfied him that the man- 
within was busily writing. - 


“A confession, I’ll het a hat,” said Special ) 
Officer Murray to himself. 
At half-past four o’clock the light was put] 


g 


Throughout this time Murray had not lost | 
sight of the door of that room for a single 
When he saw the light vanish he 
slipped to the door and listened. % 
_ He heard presently the sound ‘of one toss- 


ii 


instant. 


ing uneasily upon a. bed. 

Repeatedly, after that, Murray listened ate 
It was not till six o’clock that the 
sound of deep and regular breathing ind 
cated that Dunham had laid down the burde 
of his crime at the door of the temple of sleey 
_ The great hotel was beginning to waken, 
Through its vast ‘halls the sounds of prep: 
ration for the new day were plainly audible 

Presently Murray was joined by the oth 
whom he greeted as Alton. 
said the latter. 
“Nothing suspicious has occurred, 
believe the fellow has any idea of escaping 

“He seems to be asleep now,” 
Murray, leading the way to the dae e 

They both listened. 4 

“What time is Carter going.to get here 
asked Alton. : Bos 8: ; 


officer, 
“T’ve been in the yard,” 


ee aoe the orders of Murray, who 
was in charge of the case, + 

_ Their vigils | were... absolutely uneventful 
aa that time till ten o’clock of the fore- 
“noon, when Nick arrived. 


g the lateness of the hour at which he 
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| Dunham seemed to be asleep; and, consid- _ 


5 Nick had been informed where Dunham~™ 


[ was by wire in response to his telegram to 
Major Moore, founded on Patsy’s discovery 
_ in the grate. | 
He went at once to the hotel, and received 
~ Murray's report. ; 
“We have heard nothing 
Said Murray, “I guess he has slept soundly. 
Some hours ago he.was tossing about, and 


of him. lately,” 


oe heard him groaning once or twice, evidently 
hot in pain, but probably fram remorse, but 


that does not last long with that sort of a 


“fellow. He is probably asleep now and has 

| forgotten all about it.” 

aio “I shail arrest him at onee,” 

~ “There is no reason for delay.” 
_ He walked to the door and rapped sharply 

upon it. There was No response. He lis- 
_tened. No sound came from within. . 
Nick cast one glance at the se of Officer 
Murray. 


said Nick. 


This silence sieeosted an escape... } 
_ The officer was evidently troubled, but in 
a moment his confidence returned. 
_ Escape had been impossible. > 
Nick rapped once more, and waited a few 
seconds. “Then receiving no response, he put 
his shoulder against the door and. Pues it 
open. . 
; ane door artes eee a. foot or more, ¢ en- 


= 


when they came, seh 


) eee it apon® “ne ipa 


“which was evidently buried in the man’s = 


= “S CHAPTER IV. 6 Ar og 


‘believe the evidence of his own senses. 


ink : - 


= se 7" ‘exclaimed oe ae : ss a 


“Queer case of suicide,” he said, ironic 
“This is the first time T ever knew a man t 
commit suicide by stabbing himself inthe ~— 
back.” pane 

The officer pressed forward to the aide ae 
of the bed. | 

’ Nick turned’ the corpse upon its face, and 
then they saw protruding from between the — 
shoulders the handle of a knife, the blade of: a 


heart. 


ON THE TRACK OF CAPTAIN GOLD. 


“You have let this man be murdered right = 
under your nose,” exclaimed Nick. SA 


Murray stood aghast. He could hardly — 


“That door hasn't been out of my sight for ig 
an instant,” “And Alton has been — . 
keeping the window in view. How could the — 
murderer | have entered? : Did’ he come 


he cried... 


- through one of the walls from an acione. Es 


room ?” 

“Absurd!” said Nick. “No; he came 
either by the.door or the a One of — 
you two men has shirked his duty.” 
- “Not me, by thunder!” cried ies “No ; 
murderer Bot in a that door. Tl swear to | 
“I hope. you’ re. right. Now go ae ce = 
your ieee 


Ee shal have to ‘hold gs ite in 


10 

“About seven o'clock. That’s the last time 
I remember hearing him breathe. He snored 
_a little when he first went to sleep, but grad- 
“ually became quieter.” 

“You heard no other noise?” 

“Once I thought that I heard him moving 
about, but when I reached the door all was 
still.” 

“When was that?” 

“Twenty minutes of eight.” 

“T think the chances are a hundred to one,” 
said Nick, impressively, “that you heard the 
murderer at work.” 

Murray shuddered, though he was an ex- 
perienced policeman. 

“But why didn’t I hear Dunham?” he de- 
“Can a man be stabbed like that 
and die in a flash without making a sound?” 

“No,” 
would have lived several minutes if he had 


manded. 


responded the detective; “Dunham 


had no other wound than that with the knife. 
As a matter of fact, he was struck on the 


‘head, probably as he lay asleep. Then he was 


stabbed as a matter of precaution. He was 
undoubtedly hit with a sand-bag, for though 
his skull is fractured on the right side, just 
back of the ear, there is no visible wound.” 
“How did he happen to be out of bed?” 
“He was dragged out that the bed might be 
searched,” said Nick, pointing to the bed- 
clothes, which were thrown about in wild dis- 
craer. ey 
“Eere’s the table where he was writing,” 
said Murray, “but where’s the stuff he wrote? 
Have you found any letters?” 


“I have found a full confession, containing 


the details of his crime, and the names of his: 


accomiplices.” mer 
~ “What!” seca Murray. 
_ “Where is it?” cried Alton. 


“Tt is here,” said Nick, removing a big 


towel which had been spread over the wash-_ 


Be bowl. 
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“% the other direction to the roof, 


The bowl! was nearly full of the charred re+ 
mains ®f paper. 
“T would bet high, if there were any way 6 
prove the truth of my assertion,” said Nicki 
“that those cinders once held the complete 
Even as they stand, they! 
are important.” By 
“Why?” / 
“Because they show beyond a doubt ‘that 
this man’s accomplices in the bank robbery 


story of the crime. 


are guilty of his death.” t 
Nick had already made an examination of 

the body. ; 

shirt. 


It was clothed only in a nigh 


The indications were that Dunham had 
seen his assailants, though it was impossibl 
to be sure about that. 

On Nick’s theory that they were the man’s 
accomplices in the bank robbery, it was ‘pos: 
sible that Dunham had allowed them.,to ente 
and bad believed their visit to be with friend 
ly purpose. ; 

He might have been struck down just as h: 
was beginning to dress. ; 

In any view, the crime was easy enough 7 
an explanation of the way the murderer ¢ 
murderers got into the room could be found? 

Nick was inclined to trust in Mur ray’ s re- 
port that he had watched the door faithfully, 
Then there remained only the window. 

The detective looked out. It was a jon 
way to the ground, ‘and nearly fifty feet i 

There was nothing whatever to assist. ¢ 
person in climbing the wall from the yard. 
But overhead Nick saw something that aston 
ished him. ; ae 

oA ladder was swinging from the edge of 
the roof, and-on it were two men busily en- 
gaged in painting the side of the house. | | 

Nick surveyed them for a moment, an 
then addressed Alton, r = aes: 

“How long hawé those painters eat 
there?’ ?” he see . bare 


“Sintce six o’clock.” : 
Murray ran to the window and looked out. 
76 “Well, this beats me!” he exclaimed. “It 
<isn’t possible that the murderer climbed in at 
dhis window and out again while those fel- 
jlows were at work so near him.” 

“Til admit,” said Alton, “that after they 
i. up I didn’t think it was necessary to 


keep a close watch.” 

y “T'll be hanged if I blame you,” said Mur- 
ray; “and yet it must have been by the win- 
How: that the murderer entered.” 

4 Alton shook his head. 

. “That won't work,” he rejoined. “I was 
It was 
Uaylight by that time, and nobody would have 


the yard until the painters came. 


ared to try anything on the outside of the 
house. “They ‘must have worked some game 
r you up here, Murray.” 

The two officers argued warmly as to 
‘which should bear the blame. Meanwhile 
ick was doing some hard thinking. 

“After the painters came, where did you 
zo?” Nick asked, at last, of Alton. 

| “T went into Clerihew’s store. 
he hotel. a back entrance. I 
tayed there half or three-quarters of an-hour 
Warming myself.” 


There’s 


“Who else was there?” 

“A clerk. I don’t know his name. 
hew man.” ' 
[ver go down to see him. Murray, you 
Kcep watch here. Sit in the window and 
watch those painters. If they show any signs 
f leaving, just press the electric button. I'll 
ax it with the clerk in the office to be in-- 
formed when your bell rings.” 

Nick and Alton went down to Clerihew’s 
ore. On the sidewalk Nick encountered 
hick, who had been to see Major Moore. 

ick told Chick in a word what had hap- 


#f investigation. - 
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It’s under * 


He’s a - 


pened, and put into his hands a certain line 


“Now let’s see that cherie! ” said Nick, enter-" 


ing the store with Alton. gc 

The officer glanced around, nodded to | 
Clerihew, and then walked toward the bac 
room. 


He pushed open the door and looked in, . 


Nobody was there. 


“Where’s that new clerk of _yours?” he | 


called to Clerihew. 
“What new clerk?” : : 
“Why, the stout fellow with the side whis- 
kers.” 
“T don’t know any such person.” 


“Do you mean to say,” cried Alton; whose 


eyes were bulging out of his head; “that you 
haven’t any clerk answering that descrip- 
tion?” 
“That’s what I mean. 
herer? 
Alton looked dazed. There was a mild 
tinge of satisfaction in Nick’s expression. 
“This is as I supposed,” he said. 
Then he turned to Clerihew and asked: 
“Who opened your store this morning?’ 
“That fellow over there. His name is 


Brett.” y 


y . ‘ 
“What time was it?” = 


“T say, what’s all this about?” demanded 
the storekeeper. 
answer your questions, but I’d like to know 
what’s up.” 


“Of course I’m willing to 


“We have reason to believe that your store 
was broken into this morning.” 

“T guess not. There’s nothing missing. 
You're fooling me.” 

“Not a-bit.. Call Brett.” 


He was called, and he testified positively. 
that he had not reached the store till a quar- 


ter-past seven, which was later than usual. 


By this’ time Aiton was in a most tncom-_ 
fortable state of mind. The perspiration was - 


dripping from his forehead, , 


. “We don’t need to. gO any ee Mie 


_ Carter,” he said. pa s 


All my people are 


12 a 
done. That fellow got in here for the ex- 
= Press purpose of luring me away,, and giving 
: 1is pals a chance to get in through that win- 
w. But how about those painters?” 
“They'll need to be looked after,” 
Nick. 

He briefly outlined the real facts to Cleri- 
hew, and told him to keep dark. Then, with 
Alton, he went up to the office of the hotel. 
Tn about half an hour Chick came in. 


2 


said 


He was accompanied by a young man, who, 
to the detective’s experienced eye, looked as 
if he might be a printer, and, as a matter of 

_ fact, he was one. 
said Chick, 
“He lives in a 


“Flere’s an important witness,” 
drawing Nick to one side. 
boarding-house back of the hotel, and his 

' window looks out this way. 

“He tells me that he was lying in bed this 
morning, unable to sleep. He doesn’t know 
just what time it was, but it was quite light. 

“Looking out of his window—the shades 


were not tightly drawn—he saw those paint-, 


ers at work. 

“They lowered their ladder down to a win- 
dow on the seventh floor, and one of them 
went in, 

“He remained a few minutes, and then 
came out again, after which the ladder was 
hoisted up.. Now, what do you say to that, 
Niclkotts Gs d 


“Tsay an eye-witness, Chick It’s great 
©. luck.” 
'- He turned to the young printer. 
“Weren't 


you surprised when you saw 
that >” 
“Yes, I was. And yet I didn’t really sus- 
pect anything wrong. Why, it was almost 
i ~ broad daylight. 
ee) +0 would. climb into a window and do a crooked 
fob, and then talmly go to painting the ae 
of the house within fifty feet of the scene.” 


i “I've, cae of that myself," é ge arken 
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~prietor himself, Mr. Waldron, completed the) 


I -couldn’t believe that a man- 


Indeed it was ti incredible sane of the) : 
case. Both Nick and Chick knew that these. 
painters were at that moment at work on the. 
side of the building. What incredible bold- r 
ness, if they had had anything to do with the’ | 
crime! : re 

As Nick was vacates with this itt; | 
the bell of the room which Dunham had en- 
gaged, and in which he had met his death, | 
rang loudly and repeatedly. 


Nick was instantly notified by the clerk. 
He knew what the.signal meant. The 
painters were leaving. © é . = 
Without the loss of a moment, Chick was” 
dispatched to the roof. Nick went out into; 
the yard, and Alton remained with the wit-| 
ness. 
Nick arrived just in time to see the painters) 
step off their ladder, which they had hauled 
up to the edge of the roof.. se Pte: 
Chick was on hand, and e two men were 
forced - to accompany him down through the r 
house to the proprietor’s private office, where 
Nick, Alton, the young printer, and the pro 


party. > 
The painters had offered no resistance, b 
they expressed astonishment at Chick’s re 
quest that they. should follow him. He had | 
not placed them under arrest, but he had), 
given them. very distinctly tg derstand | 


i 
Ree oS 


they had to come. 
“Now,” said Nick to Hollis, the pri 
“which one of these men was it who went in) 
through the window ?” “@ 
Hollis looked from one to the other. <- 
“T don’t know,” he said, . last. . — 
of es looks like the man.’ 


j 


first ne Fst 
Nick ¢ turned to ifie sae and de 


ae aes er 
: ee? ts 
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readily enough to qtestions, and showed no 
alarm. 
“Was anybody else with you at work to- 
day?” asked. Nick. 
Both shook their heads. 
“What time did you begin?” 
_ “At nine o'clock.” 
“That won’t do,” said Hollis. 
“that I saw you at work before seven.” 
“You're mistaken,” they protested. 
“intended to come as early as that, but we got 
Mr. Waldron’s note and- ; 
~ “What note?” demanded the hotel owner. 
McCarthy produced an envelope with the 
hotel stamp. Within was a sheet of paper, on 


“Tl swear 


which was written: ; 
“Do not begin work on the hotel till about 
nine o’clock. If you come earlier you dis- 
turb the guests.” 

Tt was signed A. C. Waldron, and was ad- 
dressed to McCarthy at the shop where he 
was employed. 

“This is bogus!” exclaimed Waldron. “I 
didn’t write it, and don’t know anything 
about it.” 

Chick and Nick cianiad admiring 
glances. They saw the outlines of the deep- 
laid plot, and perceived dimly in the back- 
ground the master in the art of crime who 
had directed it all. 

“This Captain Gold is a w onderfuil fel- 
low,” said Chick, aside, to his chief, 


7 
bate 


- CHAPTER V. 
NERVY VILLAINS. 
Nick had found time since the discovery of 
the murder to notify the local. authorities. 
_ While the questioning of McCarthy and Buf- 
- finton was going on, the medical examina- 
tion of the body was also in progress. 


Just as Waldron declared the note to be 
- bogus there 1 was a knock on the door, and : 


been driven into Dunham’ 's-back. 


“We 


- dle entered the flesh. 


VOL Clerihew’ SH 


He returned, bearing the knife which yee 


It was an unusual weapon, bares 
a long and very heavy Pani tticy 
broad, blunt end. 

“There’s the only eae the murderer ‘eft re 
behind him,” said Nick to Chick. “What do we 
you think of it?” 

“It’s handy in a paint-shop,” said Chides 

“This thing was driven into Dunham’s ae 
back so hard that actually a part of the han- 
This blunt blade cut 
a rib completely in two.” ; 

“A strong arm,” muttered Chick. “Neither - 
of these fellows seems to be equal to it. But — 
of course it wasn’t either of them, anyway.” : 

Nick turned to the:two painters. : 

“Where were you,”’ he said, “between half- : : 
past six and nine o’clock this morning?” é 

They replied, without hesitation, that they 
were at the shop from half-past six to seven, 
and had then gone to McCarthy’s home, 
where they had remained till nearly nine. 

“There'll be plenty of witnesses to this,” 
McCarthy added. 
thing that happened in that time we're att ae 


“If we're accused of any-. — 


right.” a 


“T guess you are, my lads,” said Nick, tora 


whom the plot was now obvious. “Who — 
brought that note to the shop?” 5 e 

“A stout fellow, with side whiskers,” re- — 
plied McCarthy, promptly. c 


He described him further, and the descrip 
tion tallied ee with that given by Alton 
“new clerk.” ea 

“The man with the side whiskers seems As 
have been a. ‘very suseful individual,” a 


_ Nick, apart, to Chick. 


“Hollis,” he continued, “were the suite m 
you saw dressed like painters? is me Le 

mae) yee Sages 

“They had ese paint-pots, etc ree gine 


“Yes. 2? 3 
= But oS dia not es 


“No; now that I look well at these two, I 
can see the difference. Of course I didn’t 
{ e particularly, when T was lying there in 
and not attaching: any special importance 
to what I saw. But now I’m sure’ that the 
man who went in through the window was 
much talier than either McCarthy or Buffin- 
ton.” 
said Waldron. 


Their 


“T know both of them,” 
“They have worked for me before. 
characters are excellent.” 
said Nick, 
der slung last night?” 


“Of course,” “you left your lad- 


“Yes ;it was all ready.” 
The plot was by this time perfectly clear 


to the detective. 


‘Dunham had been followed from New. 


They had feared that he 
would confess, and had resolved to kill him 


York by his pals. 


to protect themselves. 

They had been forced to desperate meas- 
ures by the fact that Dunham was guarded 
by Murray and Alton. 


* In making a careful study of the ground” 


_ they had discovered the painters’ ladder, and 
3 had formulated their bold scheme. 
_- The bogus letter to McCarthy, the clever 
fellow who had beguiled Alton from his duty, 
were merely parts of the machinery of crime 
designed by that mysterious man whose name 
Patsy had found upon the charred paper— 
4 Captain Gold. 

Leaving» Chick: at the hotel,’ Nick went to 
Police Headquarters. There’ was one point 
-in the case which could be covered from there. 

_“Good-morning, major,” said the detective, 
entering the chief’s room, “where” was that 
" paint-shop burglary this’morning?” 

_ “For Heaven’s sake, Nick, how did you 
hear of that? It has just this moment been 
E _ reported here.” 

_ *“T didn’t hear of it, but I knew it must 
i. have taken place.” . 


developments i in the case. 


ats: ae 
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- gitises,” 


' them was broken. » 
‘ windows. 


Continuing, Nick told the major the latest z 


“Of course those fellows had to have dis- 
said Nick. “They couldn’t shave © 
brought them from New York, because they . 
didn’t then know by what means they Should — 
get at Dunham—probably had no idea 2 : 
would be very difficult. ty 
“But when they saw that painters’ tad Si, 


the disguises became necessary. The easiest 
way to get them was fo break into a paint- 5 
shop.” vine 

“That’s what they did,” said Major Moore. 

He showed Nick a report of the burglary, 
and among the articles missing. were two \ 
suits of working clothes and some glaziers’ a 
tools, among which was, of course, the big — 
putty-knife that had been driven into Dun-_ 
ham’s back. | 

Nick immediately visited the scene of the 


‘ 


robbery. | 

The shop was in a shed at the rear of a 
large building. It had been reached by means 
of an alley, which passed by ‘the side of the 
structure and then turning to the left, lead- 
ing up to the door at the rear. 

Major Moore, on the first tip of a con-— | 
nection between this seemingly small case — 
and the murder, had sent one of his best 
men to the place. He was inside the paint- ” 
shop talking with the owner and investigat- 
ing the case. Nick questioned him. 

“One man did this job,” he said. “The fel- 
low got in through that window.” 

_ He pointed to one which opened on the 
alley. It had four large panes, and one of _ 


The officer showed Nick a piece of, aioe A 
with fragments of glass glued to it. Every- és 
body knows that that is the way thieves break 
The cloth is glued over the pane, 


_ and when the glass is broken the pieces can- 
-not fall and make a noise, Penne they. stick 
_ to the cloth. ; 


ay found this on the grounLontsie,” said y 
ae oe = 
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“How do you know that one man did 
this?” 
“Because,” sain the officer, cath a look 
of great shrewdness, “the ground under the 
‘window is soft, can there’s. only one person’s 
foot-prints firieat 
_. The officer was very particular to state all 
his facts precisely. He knew who Nick was, 
and he wanted to “make himself solid.” 
‘Nick smiled at the man’s eagerness to 
‘oblige. 
" tective felt disposed to give him a little in- 


He was a good fellow, and the de- 


struction which might some day be useful to 
him. 


“There were two men in the job,” said 
Nick. 
inches tall, and when caught—if that doesn’t 


“One of them was about six feet two 


take too long—he will have a small cut on the 
back of his right hand. 
toed shoes and-——-” 


He wore square- 


“T noticed that,” exclaimed ‘the officer. 
“The tracks showed it, but the man couldn’t 
have been so big as you say, for the only plain 
tracks out there show small shoes. I couldn’t 
| measure the length because the heel didn’t 
print, but the toe part is unusually short. I 
should think the man would be about five feet 
tall.” 

Nick laughed. Thed he led the way to the 


alley, where the little patch of soft earth was 


under the window. : 
There were the foot-prints, two of them 
side by side, and they certainly did look very 
small. 
“T can measure the man by those marks,” 
said the detective, 
as I said he was. Isn’t it clear what he was 
doing when he made a tracks?” 
“He was reaching up.” 
; “Certainly. And the broken pane i is seven 
feet and a half from the ground. How could 
aa ‘short man have stood on the ground and 
glued. the cloth onto the window § Pe. 


- You will notice a single drop of blood on a — 


“and he’s certainly as tall 


“Could he have stepped in this. soft 
and then put his foot on the side of 
white painted. shed without leaving an 

“Well, I don’t see any mark. But ther 
must have made one. Even so talla man as — 
you describe couldn’t have climbed in through __ 
that window without patie: his foot on the © 


side of the house.” 


“Which proves that he didn’t climb in F ate 
all. No; the facts here are plain. The two ie 


- men were in a hurry. The tall one went to 


work on the window and the other on the 
door, The door yielded first, and they went 
in that way. ; 

“But meanwhile the tall man had broken ~ 
that pane, and had, cut his hand slightly. == 
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projecting piece of glass which sticks to the at 
sash. Now, the short man, who couldn’ thave — 


4 
” us 


been over five feet four. 


“How do you get at his height? I can see ~ 
the other part of it easily enough. Of course, =o 
a fellow who could stand on the ground and: 
glue a cloth to a window more than seven feet os 
~ But the * 


of working- 


high must be a very tall man. 
other?” 3 
“There | 
clothes,” said Nick, referring to information ; 
which the officer had already given him. . 
“They had all been examined. One of thane 


were three sttits 


was very big—hbelonged to a slab-sided a 
ure as tall as a telegraph pole. That was — 
taken, of course. s ag 


a 


“Of the: other two, one belonged to a man 2 
abet six feet tall; the other to a boy of Seve 
The first one was tried, and then 
thrown\to the floor. Its position, as you have 


enteen. 
described it, proves that. The boy’s suit was 
taken. Lye 

“Now, the rascal who took it wasn't 1c 
ing fora Fifth Avenue fit. If he’d been 
e near big enough for the first st 


Ni 


have tayed in it, but it was end 


ch too big as to be likely to attract at- 


Order to be sure that the criminals had left 
nothing which might be useful. Having sat- 
isfied himself on that point, he hurried back 
to the hotel. 
_ Chick had been hard at work there. His 
first effort was to get a description of the 


- criminals who had taken the painters’ places. 
They had been seen by Alton and by -the 

Z prinier, whose evidence had proven to be of 
so. imtich importance. 


, | But neither could describe them. Alton 
: had seen them at the top of a nine-story 
_ building, while he himself was on the ground. 
‘ ~ It is needless to say that he had a very in- 
~ definite idea of them. The printer had had a 
ZR better view, as he had not been obliged to 
lock ‘straight up; but his observation seemed 
= = to be defective. He couldn’t help Chick out. 
~ In spite of these difficulties, Chick had a 


definite report to make to Nick. 


 “T’ye found the painters’ clathes,” he. said. 


- 


a “Top floor room t >” queried Nick. 
2 PES” 

_ “Tandy to’ the roof. 
~ pant?” 
“An old man, very much bent with age.” 
_“T don’t think.” 


Who was the occu- 


AD ore quoting the clerk,” said Chick, langh- 
_ ing, 


~ stoop disguised great height, T suppose.” 


\ 


_ “Right. 
“He was rather poorly dressed, and. was 
He wasn’t seen to talk to anybody in 
Of course, aS came here late— 


I’ve got at that in another way.” 


alone. 
= the hotel. 
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k took a good look around the shop, in 


Washington — See y 


“The ‘age’ was a white wig, and the’ 
that. ‘ 


after finishing their little 58 of ‘red ‘paint-— 
ing—for they didn’t paint the side of the 
house any, but only the sae in Dunhan a 
room——” : ; 
“And he furnished the <olanig ie that, 
poor fellow.” es 
“Exactly. Well, after finishing gieke b, 
they got down through the scuttle in the roof, 
shifted their clothes, 6 
away.’ 


“You've worked down to the tall ee 
said Nick. “Have you got onto the other?” 

“He doesn’t show up so plainly. Of 
course, he’s somebody who came to the hotel _ 
late and isn’t here now. He’s a small man, 
judging by the clothes he wore. But it hap- 
pens that there are several men who came in 
late last night and will fill the bill. I haven’t 
had a chance to work them all up.” ; 

“That can be done later. 
New York?”- 


“Yes. I figured it out this way: Those ‘e | 


You’ve > wired | 


' lows came on from New York, and they'll get 


back as soon as possible. There’s nothing 
more for them to/do here. Be i 
“Of course they'll change their disguises. 
There’s a fair chance that the tall man, who 
seems to be the leader, will appear in his own | 
person.. He’ll probably want to show upg 
among his ordinary acquaintances. 9 
“And he certainly won't come in on. 


ects 


Hes 8 too istic for 


: : ~ Sten b; 
“So I wired Pag to go out to Newark, N.- 

J., and meet the Washington express there. — 

I gave him the best deser iption of the te all 


man. that I could, and told him to look out 
for such a fellow, who woul teckel 


CHAPTER VL ‘s 


oa PATSY’S ADV ENTURE, 


| atsy received | Chick’s 


There was just time enough for ne to get 
‘Newark and meet the express which left 
ashington at eight o’clock. 

‘ Vothing in his manner or dress distin- 


e men who were waiting. on the platform 
en the express pulled in. He appeared 
3 take no ‘special interest in the passengers 


“ho got out of the train. 


Yet there was one of them which interested 
m greatly—a tall young man, with keen, 
ark eyes, whose general description tallied 
nderfully well with what Chick had picked 
in Washington. : 

Patsy also had the additional detail of the 
ratch on the hand, which Nick had worked 
from his examination of the paint-shop’s 
oken window. This had been wired to 
tsy at Newark. : 

Now, the tall. man “who got off the express 
ore gloves. He might have a dozen wounds 
( his right hand, but Patsy ‘couldn't see 


Tt was important to settle that matter, for 


bung shadow had very little to go by, and an 
; solute’ identification was of the utmost 


If it had been a serious injury to the hand 
the suspect, Patsy would have tried the 


and- “shaking game; but this was probably 


> wince by pressing on it. 
\ . 


get eid at that man’s iaht. hand? 
Tevolving the: subject in his mind, 
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i had aie: anit are the ee car of. a ex 


‘lage and 


train, had passed around the big station, ain 
s directions with his usual prompti-- 


_ was somewhat obscure. - 


lished Patsy from the general average of- 


must be remembered that the shrewd 


scheme which our young friend had formed. 


aly a scratch, and the man could not be made #3 


press, had walked hurriedly, away from 


had appeared upon the other end of the plats 
form, smiling and. cheerful, without a trace of. 
nervousness. 

The exact meaning of ‘this jeter ee oe 
Of course the man ~ 
might want to disguise the fact that he had. - 
left the express, in view of the other fact that | 
he was about to take a much slower train for 
the same destination. 

That might look queer, and it was teason- : 
able to suppose that the fellow would take 
precautions to get around it, but Patsy be-_ 
lieved that there:was more in the dodge than 
that. og 


The man had brought no baggage from the — 3 
express. He stood on the platéorm, leaning 
back against.a bar which was just below the ~~ 
Both hands . 


were behind him, clasping the bar. ae 


ledge of a window of the depot. 


Patsy, to be more out *of the way, stood 
insile the depot, looking at his man through = 
the window. age 


Presently a railroad employee came into the 


“station, and began to paste a big railroad 2 
 time-table on the bulletin-board, which was Bi 


right beside the window. It struck Patsy 5 
that that man must have been sent by Provi- — 


dence,.for he fitted exactly into a ‘little 5 


re 


o; 


“Ts this time- table the same as that one over 
there?” asked Patsy, standing beside the 
wiessinath 


tion Bg the pointing fin 
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railroad man, who appeared to be somewhat “But he couldn’t wear such a glove as # 
r of a tough by his dialect. -“Dat’s de West for the paste had hardened upon it unt 
~ oie time-table, and dis is der main line; looked like an English muffin, a 
see? ' He pulled it off, and Patsy, to his g 
“Thank you,” responded Patsy. ‘satisfaction, saw the scar. = 
The window was a little way open at the “That settles it,” said Patsy. “You's re 
bottom. Patsy leaned on the ledge with his tain Gold, and I'll gamble on it.’ Poe 
hands outside. He was close to the object of A few minutes later the local for Nei 
his purstit, and directly behind him. pulled in. “Captain Gold” boarded it. 
With his left hand he smeared the bar with gis Ratsy, in a changed disguise, 


the paste, as near as possible to the place When they reached New York,- Patsy 


where the tall man’s right hand reste and 4 chance to appreciate the shrewdness of 
on each side of it. man he had to deal with. - 

Then Patsy slipped out of the waiting- For three hours they played a game of |‘ 
room. together. Captain Gold was trying to ti 


In less than half a minute the tall man ut- Patsy off his emits 
tered an oath. He had shifted his hand, and 
his stylish glove was ruined with a white and 


Whether he actually knew who was 
him, or was only proceeding on the gt 
sticky mess. 


; principle that he was likely to be foll 
He flung pip the window and stuck his head 


; was more than Patsy could determine. 
inside, The railroad hand had just concluded sa 2 

Che result was the same either way. 
tain Gold twisted and turned, Patsy stuc* 


him with a tenacity which years of ex" 


¥ 
bis labors, and had picked up his paste-pot. 
“Blast your infernal carelessness!’ ‘cried 


the irate traveler. = vine de. yg sueaneIe ence and Nick’s most careful instruction! 


“this?” ' Fy 
aught him. 
He shook his Hodes glove in the other's , Pe iattemat begeht co! Clock int, the eve , 
ace. 


i tt ; they were in Brooklyn. 
“What tell yer givin’ us?’ demanded the Giviain Cold aaa ie 
surprised and insulted ee man, “I ain’t pra Det: : itt , 

Patsy, in a black suit, was riding a black 
done nuthin’ ter youse.” : : : 


“You. daubed your cursed paste all over a 
F bates rested on every other block, but, as that 
everything, and I put my hand in it.” j 


“Well, yer lucky ter git yer hand back ae ee ake re = x "agee * 
not matter, For a bicycle is a great 
ag’in; see? Dis is extra good paste, and it — ne 
j ; ., «faster than’ a . hack, and can afford to lor 
sticks fer keeps. Don’t yer monkey wid it : 


i) Pe ” little time. ; g 
no more, I’m tellin’ yer. hb 


The railroad man, with a grin, turned . Aside from Capata Gold, Patsy was 
away. He was well satisfied with the fate interested in the driver of the carriage. f 
that had overtaken “the dude,” and had no He was a little, wiry man, who, tho 


cycle without ayy light. He was getting 


idea of denying the responsibility for it. “cleverly made up, and experienced in dri’ 
This was just what Patsy had figured did not look like a “cabby.” 4 
upon. ’ _ With his hack he had appeared just i if 


~The gentleman from Washington dropped nick of time when Captain Gold, after. at 
the subject. He had begun to see the i eee usually shrewd twist, believed that pt 
A Bilety of raising B80? ios 7 ae tates as certainly left behind, 5 


: , idging by the meagre description sent on” 


nt Washington, Patsy was strongly of the 
lion that this driver was the second mem- 
yof the gang—the participant in the mur- 
of Dunham. 
(he catriage stopped before the door of 
tham’s house. The news of her husband’s 
S th had not reached his wife. Although 
: < disliked very strongly the idea of keep- 
her in ignorance of it, there were reasons 
ch led him to regard that course as best. 
atsy knew that the woman had not been. 
rmed. He had telegraphic instructions 
pan interview with her, founded on that 


>) 


aptain Gold got out of the carriage and 
# the bell of the Dunham residence. 
le disappeared within. Patsy had thrown 
bicycles over a fence, half a block. down 
_ street, and had crept up when the ¢ carriage 


stopped. : 
fe was on the point of effecting an én- 
pce to the house, w hen Captain Gold 
rged with Mrs. ‘Dunham. She was 
sed very roughly; so. much so that Patsy 
rst took her to be a servant in working 
es, but that was only for an instant. 


Av 


They entered the, carriage, which was 
ed about and headed toward the Wall 
jeet Ferry. s 
{atsy recovered his bicycle and followed. 
crossed on the same boat with them, of 
WESC 


| the New York side Captain Gold soon 

ndoned the carriage. Mrs. Dunham was 

h him, 

aptain Gold, during the ride, had also as- 

ged a disguise. He was no longer the ele- 

t creature. whose soiled glove had- given 
“so much annoyance. ; 


\ 


Dn the contrary, he was the very toughest 
ba Object Patsy had seen in a long time. 
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and he fell int 


He wore ferocious red whiskers, and they — 
were about ‘all that could be seen of him 
above the shoulders ‘fof an old “sou’west ee 
hat was pulled down over his head. * me 

Patsy began to'scent a really important dis-~ i or 
covery. He followed warily but eagerly. . 

Everybody knows that great basin full of 
canal boats which opens on the East River 
within gun-shot of the South Ferry. That 
was where the chase led Patsy. 

Captain Gold and Mrs. Dunham went out 
on-the pier. 


‘They boarded a canalboat, which lay at the 
head of it. 3 

Patsy, creeping after them, observed that 
the boat’s name, painted on. her stern, was 
the Gold Bug. 


“Captain Gold, of the Gold Bug,’ said 
Fatsy, “you're a dandy. I take off my hat to. - 
you. You're smart. What better rendezvous 
could the soul of a rascal desire than this old 
canalboat in the dock. It’s convenient to 
Wall street, too, where you operate.” 

After this brief tribute to the qualities of | 
the able captain, Patsy quietly slipped aboard > 
the boat. 
body appeared to have the least anxiety. 

In fact, it was all so very easy for him that 


Nobody was watching him. No-— 


the shrewd young man began to have: the 


gravest suspicions. 


2 
A cocked revolver was in his hand as he 


‘approached the door of the cabin of the boat. 


He could hear voices within. Captain Gold 
was speaking, and Mrs. Durham was inter- 
rupting him by exclamations of grief. 

Patsy put his ear to the door. / 

“Bring my husband to’ me instantly,” Mis ae 
Durham’ was crying out. “I will see him.” es 

Wait!” said Captain Gold, and his voice fie Z 
aed so close that rates hastily stepped _ at 
back frony the door. ~~ d ee % i 
Instantly the gleck t under his io gave way, 


ic 


pit of darkness. es aS 


20 ‘NICK CARTER WEEKIY. = 9 


bottom of the boat, and yet it seemed to him 
that he had fallen half a mile when his feet 
struck liard planks, and he fell in a heap. 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE PRISON-HOUSE OF CAPTAIN GOLD. 

Patsy gathered himself up as quickly as he 
could,-and was agreeably surprised to find 
that no bones were broken. 

He was in total darkness, and did not dare 
to move.about much until he had turned on 
the light in his electric lantern. 

Then he saw that he was in a perfectly 
Over his 

Under 
him was a flooring, heavy and well laid. 


bare room, about tweve feet long. 
head was the deck of the canal boat. 


The ends and sides of the room were 


planked up solidly. 

Over his head was the trap; a very simple 
’ contrivance, operated by a spring, and clos- 
ing by its own machinery. 

He could not see any way out of this roqm. 
He had only the tools in his pocket-knife, 

which were designed especially for digging 
a way out of places, but not such solidly-con- 
structed prisons as the one in which he was 
at that moment. 

The thought made him hot with rage, and 
yet there was no denying the fact that he 
was caught; that the gang could do what it 
pleased - with him;‘and that, unless Nick 


found him very soon, the chances were big - 


that this was the last of Patsy. 
His courage was equal to the Semel 
~ but he could not help raging at the thought 
that he had been so easily caged, and that 


- he could make no report to Nick, who would. 


= be depending upon him. 

_ He madé a thorough survey of the prison, 
and enlarged his information about it to the 
* extent of discovering two more traps. _ 
One was in the forward end. Tne other in 
= the sien near the floor. . 


_and presently she opened’ her eyes. 


ing light upon the ce of the 


door; the latter was less than a foot s 
Aside from these, there was nothing at 
to be found except an iron pipe three inc} 
in diameter, which ‘ran through” the ceil 
in one corner of the room. pee 
This pipe was open at the Botte 
came down within an inch of the fl 
He was examining it with great i 
for its use was not clear to him, wh 
denly the trap in the front wall was th 


open, and Mrs. Durham was pushed foreti 
into the room. ‘ 
Patsy’s pistol was in his hand in a fit] 
but, before he could use it, the trap 3 
closed. ( 
Mrs. Durham had fallen when she™ 
pushed in. Patsy raised. her up. She h 
almost unconscious with terror. >t 
‘The young man did his best to revive 


When the horror of her surround} 
burst ‘upon her, she began to scream wi ' 
force which made even the heavy wall, be 
planking ring like sounding-boards, » 

Almost immediately the smaller of | 


q 
traps opened, and a stream of water be 5 
to flow into the room. : 

‘Tt was only a thin, trickling stream at 
but it plovily. and steadily increased int 
ume. é 


Patsy’s hair mais to stir at the roog. 

It was an awful fate that confronted. 

Was he to be drowned like a rat 1 ina 
with the spectacle of this unhappy 
suffering to add to his own? ] 

So far as his own efforts were concer 
he. knew that they were ‘powerless to 
that doom if the infamous Captain Ge 
resolved upon inflicting i it. 


» The young man’s mind flashed like 


fore him. 
fe sk saw no chance, 


hy if not checked,-had begun to flow i im- 
at tdiately after Mrs. Dunham’s frightened 
incjeéams had made their prison ring. 

ceil he still deafened him with them, 

re sprang to her side and laid ‘his hand 
r her mouth. 

‘Be still!” he cried. “They wil kill us 
h if you scream like that.” 


or. 
ter 
1siThe deadly earnestness of his tone and 
ranner impressed itself upon the woman de- 
relite her terror. 
“She became silent. — 
Patsy was bending over her. 
> ant he dared not turn toward that spot 
ere the water had begun to flow in. 
> 7It was his last chance that he had taken. 
e this he knew, and he summoned up all his 
urage to face the worst. 
Then slowly he turned toward the fatal 
ot. : : 


7 The water had ceased to flow. 
: Patsy sat down on the floor and laughed 
pr joy. 

The woman looked at him, dazed with ter- 
br and wonder. 
8 It’s “all 
ream,” 


right, so long as you don’t 
said Patsy. “If you do, we're lost. 
} you keep still, we may get out of this all 
ght. 

“This Captain Gold brought me. 
sete because I know too much about him.” 


Wi, FE 
“Your husband confided in you? 


Now, tell me why you are ots 
th am 


“Yes. For more than a year I have known 
at he was a criminal, under the power of . 
at demon. ty 

“How did he ever get into his _power?” 
“Innocently enough. This Captain Gold, 


those real name I do not know—nor_ his. 


e either, for he Riot Le in ae 
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For an in-~ 


hind which my husband was pacae aad 
asked what was the amount of his balance 

“Mr. Durham told him, Then Captain 
Gold, whose name for that occasion ‘was 
Crawford, drew a check and showed it to my 
husband. “It was for a little less than oe 
_balance. 

“Gold took the chisel to the teller’s s win-- 
dow., The teller looked at it and then 
Stance at my husband, who nodded, indi- 
cating that it was all right. 

“The check was paid. That afternoon, as 
my husband was leaving the bank, Captain 
Gold met him. He looked much agitated, 

“*Come to my office,’ he said ; ‘T’ve got 
something to say to you.’ 

“Mr. Durham followed him. Tt was only 
a little way. 

“When they reached the office, Captain 
Gold locked the door, and turned to my hus- 
band. 


¥ 
i. 


““ “This if a nice fix you've got me into,’ he- 


cried. 
“Mr. Durham, alarmed, demanded what. 
he meant> Shed 


“Why, you gave me my balance a thou- 


sand dollars too high, and I’ve overdrawn 


“my account to that extent.’ 


“Mr. 
the correct figures. 


Dunham protested that he had given z 
Captain Gold showed . 


him the stub of the checkbook on which, as 


he had asserted, there appeared the record my 


ofa check which meant an overdraft of ee 


- 


one thousand dollars. 


““T’ve lost’ the money in speculation on- 
“the Street” to-day,’ said Gold. 


‘What hen = 


Ido? I can’t make it good at the bank, and — 
there'll be a terrible row. I shall be accused — 
of swindling, and, ager" give the true expla 
nation, you will be discharged. x 


23 


Mr Dunham ‘was so frightened that he 


window. - 
“This villain, who can talk as nobody else 
? 1 the world can, made my husband believe 
«that he had not correctly given the balance. 
_ “Phere was every chance that the error 
would cost my husband his position, and at 
that time he could not afford to lose it. 
“He begged Captain Gold to raise money 
sufficient to cover the overdraft. Gold swore 
that he couldn’t do it to save his life. 
“Thus they talked, until at last Gold sug- 
gested the infamous scheme which he had 
had in mind from the first. 


“Transfer the money to my account,’ he - 


_ © said ‘from one of those dead accounts that 
ff never is drawn upon. That won’t be noticed 
for a long time. 
money, and when I’ve deposited it, you can 
transfer it back to the old depositor, and no- 


body will ever know. 


and I will save my reputation at the bank. 
“My husband weakly yielded. The trans- 
fer was secretly’ made on his books next day, 
“Gold did not raise the money. My hus- 
band besought him to do it, and tried hard 
Br _ to get it himself, but failed. 


‘ 


“Then Gold said that he had a sure tip on 
the market. If he had a few thousand dol- 


he had wrongfully got from the bank. 
/ “He convinced Mr. Dunham that the tip 


P, "was sure. 
My ‘in which my husband was an accomplice. 
“Gold presented a check for nine thousand 
dollars. . 
 Gold’s balance was good for it, and the check 
was paid. ; 
“From that moment my husband was in 
_ the swindler’ s#power. You know, probably, 
‘to what an extent their dishonesty was car- 
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for a thousand more, he had presented at the 


Meanwhile, Ill raise the 


Thus, there will be 
no real dishonesty. You will save your job, 


_ lars he could make enough to put back what 
Then came the second robbery, , 


My husband informed the teller that - 


dered. Captain Gold became a power. ae 
gang, which he had previously . eee 


_ grew to be a formidable band, perfectly dis- 
-eiplined, and working under his command. 


“Already the same desperate game is be 23 
ing played in three other New York banks, ae 
_and I know not what other schemes of a 
bery are being worked. oe 

“How my husband’s share in the the 
was discovered you doubtless know better, — 
than I do. ” 

“When he was obliged to run away, he 
told me substantially the story that I have 
told you. Before that, though I knew that. 
he was going wrong, I was ignorant of the 
colossal size of the fraud, and the share which’ - 
the infamous Gold exacted from his dupes. ps 

“As a matter of fact, my husband hag had ~ 
little of the stolen money. Captain Gold has 
claimed. nearly all. He has, speculated with 
it, and has lost hundreds of thousands of dol- ~ 
lars, for, clever as he i is, so bad is his luck’on 3] 
‘the Street,’ that he almost always loses.” 

Such was the story which Patsy heard in — 
that strange prison, while waiting for the 
death that might come upon him: at any — 
moment. 

ah can guess,” he said, “why they have ood 
you. into their hands. They have learned of © 
your husband’s ‘confidences to you, He 
wrote a document in ‘Washington which fell 
into thei andes” ; } 

This was all that Patsy would tell her an 
the Washington tragedy. He had 7 
about _the burned confession from Chick’s 3 
telegram. It was a “pointer,” to be used in 
his talk with Mrs. Dunham, \ 

How little even the far-seeing Chick? sus- e 
pected under what strange circumstances — 
that interview would be held! one x 

Patsy had learned all the facts much satire 
than he could have ee for. —~iBut would 


b 
tee a 


~end. Nick has told me it was always near 
‘to us. 
Iam not afraid.” 
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Suddenly he was aware of a peculiar 
sound. It came from the direction of the 
larger of the traps in the wall. ; 

Patsy, who had been sitting on the floor, 
leaped up and ran toward the trap. Mrs. 
Dunham would have followed him, but she 
tripped upon his lantern, which was lying 
on the floor, and, falling upon it, broke the 
mechanism. 

Instantly they were in total darkness. 

The woman’s nerves could not endure that 
awful blackness. A fit of hysteria, as cota 
as raving mania, came upon her. 


She screamed horribly. Then she laughed 


wildly, and again she-screamed with ear-— 
_ Splitting violence. 


Patsy sprang back toward her. 

“We're lost if you do that!” he cried. 

Already above her screams he could hear 
the sound of the water pouring in. 

This time it was not a feeble stream, but a 


great gush that in a moment spread all over 


the floor. 
_And still the woman screamed. 

Desperate with apprehension, Patsy flung 
himself down beside her and muffled her 
head with his coat. 

He was trained in the art of gagging a 
human being, and though even in this awful 
moment his heart rebelled against such treat- 
ment of a defenseless woman, he did the 
work well:- - 

Her cries ceased. Then, in the interval of 
comparative silence, Patsy listened. 

The water still rushed in. 

Minute after minute passed; 
seemed like hours. 

Patsy was forced to lift the woman’s head 
out of the water. 


and they. 


Then he raised his wet hand to his throb- . 
bing forehead. 


“Tt’s all. over, ft -he whispered. “This is the 


And he has taught me how to face it. 


He tore away the coat from the woman's 


face. She was quite still. / She had fainted. 

And so, supporting her head u 
shoulder, Patsy knelt there in the ris 
flood and waited, : ‘" 


CHAPTER VIU. 
THE CRUISE OF THE GOLD BUG, 


There was a sudden rush of water, which — 


swept Patsy along with it. 

He knew instantly that the larger panel— 
the one by means of which Mrs. Dunham 
had been put into the room—was open, 


Hope, which had abandoned him, came 


back. 


He struggled to keep his footing amid the *: 
rush of water, but more for the woman’s — 


‘sake than for his own. 


It was necessary, at all events, to keep her 


head above water, and he managed to do it, 
Presently he found himself grasping the 


side of the little doorway. 
A. strong hand seized his arm as he fell 


outward through the opening. A light 


flashed out amid the darkness. 


He saw the 
face of Nick Carter, 


There isn’t anything in this world that he 


would rather have seen at that moment. 
Nick pulled him aside, out of the flood 

which was pouring from the opening and 

running down into the hold of the canal boat. 


“That was a pretty close call, chief,” whis- hs 


“Tf you'd 
waited any longer, there’d have been a va- 


pered the lad, with a sickly smile. 


cancy on your staff.” 


“The infernal’ brutes shall pay for this,” 


said Nick. 
They'dl find this out pretty quick. 

“Here are my orders: 
through the boat to the bow. You'll find a 
hole cut in her hull, and below it is a TOw- 
boat. 


“But there’s no time for words. Kea 


2 


Crawl fornans 


rat "Slay. here. 
There 


_ doesn’t seem to be anything the matter with 


You take Me. Dunham with you. 


her that won’t cure itself with fresh air and 

a little time. . Find the police boat and re- 

: _ port the facts to the officer in charge, but 
: don’t bring her around here too soon. 

“T shall want her exactly at twelve o’clock, 

and there must be a land force to co-operate. 


ae, ‘Thave reason to believe that the whole gang 


will be aboard at that hour, and we must 


~ nab them all.” 
> Patsy merely nodded to express his under= 


standing of the orders. 


= - Then he hurried away, beatae the uncon- 
scious form of Mrs. ‘Dunham with him. 

Nick closed the trap, shutting off the flow 
of water. Otherwise, the boat would soon 
have settled so that Captain Gold would have 


~ 


‘realized that something was wrong. 


Sas ae \ 
As it was, Nick hoped that the escape of 
ae Patsy and his companion would be un- 
noticed. 


av “He waited ¢ some minutes, feiivers in hand. 


Then he ot forward and looked out 


ie saw Patsy oulling away. The row- 


oat was: just disappearing in the shadows 


‘Nick cee a eee oft relief. 


im 2 deeply. 


He shad, felt the gravest Sak when he 


‘consists merely of leaving mark 


The ay 


“The method by which 
may require : a word of explanation. : 
It is one of Nick Carter 


and is of use to him almost e 


a trail may be followed... 


desire was to communicate with Pat 
whose interview with ‘Mrs. Dunham he:® 
hoped for good results. = 

He went to the house which had | 
home’of the Dunhams, and there pick 
Patsy's trail. 

There was a mark in chalk onthe iron 
fence in front of the house, which indicated 
Patsy’s arrival. There was another » whieh 
e iz 


Showed his departure and the direction that 


he had taken. os 


The marks, at- ‘intervals oft two blocks, ted 
Nick to the Wall Street ie b AES 


Tic ually he found Pat y's] 
where the lad had hidden it. os 


side. 


But here 
there was no mark indicating his depart 
Disguised as an ‘old. anal boatman, 


Then he traced him to the vier. 


went out upon - the ee 


Lah, 
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Having seen Patsy safely away, Nick crept 

aft. 
* With the greatest caré, he got out upon 
the main deck of the.craft and worked along 
in the shadow of the low rail until he was 
alongside the cabin. 

It was a finer craft than.most canal boats. 
The cabin was raised higher above the deck. 
_ There were half a dozen windows in’ the 
cabin, but, of course they were carefully 
shaded within, and nowhere could Nick find 
a chance to peep at the occupants. 

Suddenly, as he lay in the shelter of this 
deck-house, the door was opéned, and the 
tall form of Captain Gold emerged. 

Nick crouched close, and : escaped the 
sharp eyes of the redoubtable captain. 

Gold had a lantern in his hand, and he 
walked forward with it. 

He stood on the bow as if waiting for 
something. | 
. At last a little tug came puffing along. 
Captain Gold swung, his lantern, and the 


- tug hove to. 


' She ran in alongside the canal. boat, and 


there was a conference between her captain 


“and Gold. 

The tug was turned around, and a tow-rope 
_from her stern was made fast on the Gold 
Bug’ s bow. 

Then the fies were cast off from the pier, 
and the tug boat’s wheel was started. The 


Gold Bug slid out into the river. 


This was mighty serious business for Nick.- 


He had made an appointment with our young 
friend, Patsy, that could not be broken with- 


“out endangering the success of his éntire plan. 


How was the police boat’s crew to find out 


what had become of the ¢ Gold Bug? 


all dressed rovghly s the detective Oar ge 


It was-a hard question. Nick 
ning to fear that the | game ° 
ferent ending from that which hie had ; 
for. ee ete a ST, 

He did not know how many members of 
the gang were on board, but there:was every 
reason to believe that several were already in 
the cabin, and that the others would meet 
the canal boat at the landing to which the tug oe 
was taking her. 

Nick might make a successful fight against 
the gang, so far as his own personal safety 
was concerned, but he could not hope to cap- — 
ture all its members single-handed. 

They were men who could not be “held Fe = 
by the display of a pistol. ‘Severs? of them 


must know that their lives were forfeit in 


waht 


case of capture, and so they would fight 
It is better to be shot than 
tc die by the rope or in the chair. 


against any odds. 


The boat was headed up the East River. 
That was the direction Patsy had taken. ~ 
Nick had observed that, but could only guess — 
the reason. It may as well be said that he 
he had guessed rightly. Patsy had seen the — 
familiar lights of the police boat in that di- — 
tection. — 

Nick, therefore, had sonie ground for hope a 


that he should pass near enough to the police 


beat to signal her; and, if so, he resolved to 
de it and take the chances. It was better to. 
make a sure thing of as many of the gang as 
were then on the canal boat rather than to” 
run the risk of losing at least half of them. 


Two men had already come out of the 


latest come 


swered in size, at least, very closely to the 
_ descriptions of the two who had assisted 
aptain Gold in the murder of Dunham. 
Nick had to do some clever dodging to 
keep out of their way. They went presently 
te a sort of pump alongside the cabin and 
began to work it. The detective rightly 
guessed what it was. It was the pump by 
which the water was discharged from the 
~ room in which Patsy and Mrs. Dunham had 
so nearly met death. 

This was the explanation of the iron pipe 
which Patsy ‘had seen. 

The men worked diligently at the pump, 
which threw .out the water with incredible 
rapidity. 

Soon one of the men ceased to work, and 
went below. 

He was gone not more than two minutes 
when he reappeared ; he rushed up to Captain 
Gold. 

Nick knew what had happened. The man 
had discovered that there were’ no corpses 
in that room. 

It had been the intention of these criminals, 
as Nick now saw, to weight the bodies and 

drop them overboard in the middle of the 


“river. 


_ “These fellows must have made murder a. 


"pretty safe trade,” muttered Nick. 
___-*Gold, after a. word with his man, hurried, 
2 2 below. 3 


It was getting pretty warm for Nick. A 


_ search oe the canal boat was sure to come, 
and then there woute be a eae for life. 


So the mystery of President Tyfeis cc 


j Fin 
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Drawing his lantern, he flashed its light to- — 
He knew that Patsy’s — 
eyes would be sweeping the river, and that 


Ke yee ta 


ward the police boat. 


the signals would be understood. 


But scarcely had Nick sent the lantern’s 
rays across the dark water, when there was / 
an ominous noise behind him. b= 

He turned like a flash, with his pistol in 
his hand. | 


But he was too late. A great stone, thrown — 
with terrible force, struck him in the fore- 


head, and he fell senseless to the deck. 


CHAPTER! IX. 
THE DEATH SENTENCE. 


When Nick opened his eyes: he perceived 
that he was im the cabim of the Gold Bug. 

He was securely bound ina chair, which | 
was fastened to the floor. 

He could’ feel upon his face the blood 
which had flowed from the wound in his — 
Tt had dried, and that was the 
only measure he had of the time ee he had 


forehead. 


been unconscious. 


In the cabin were Captain’ Gold and five - 
other men. 

aS, sat at a table, with the captain at the P 
head, and directly facing Nick. ty 

Then, for the first time, the detective had a0 *s 
fair view of this man whom he certainly be- 
lieved to be. one of the most desperate ras- e 
cals on the face of the earth. is 

Somewhat to Nick’s surprise the captain 
was without ager: Nick knew him in a e 
flash. © of 

He was Frank Tyler, only son of ‘the Pres- 
ident of the Wall Street National Bank. 


duct was partly ek But whe an €x- 


- 


planation! - Age 


- Could it be possible that the venerable 
- financier, knew of the diabolical wickedness 
“sot his gon? 
This thought was uppermost in “Nick’s 
_. mind, although he-had enough to think about 
z on his own account. 
‘That young Tyler should appear without 
disguise was ominous. It was deadly in its 
meaning, 

Surely Nick would never be permitted to 
leave that boat alive. : 

“So you have. come to yourself, Mr. Car- 
ter?” said Tyler. “It would have been bet- 
ter, perhaps, if you had never done so, but—” 

“T’m. surprised that I did,” said Nick, 
calmly. ' “Why didn’t you weight my body 
aad throw it overboard?” 

“There were arguments in favor of that 


oh 


course,” replied Tyler, politely. “Several of 
myvfriends were in favor of it. 
posed it strongly.” 

“Thank you,” responded Nick. “May I 
venture to ask the reason for your amiable 


conduct?” 


“Surely. I wished to ask you a few ques- 


tions.” 
“Proceed.” : 
Phe “What has become of your man and Mrs. 
Dunham ae 
““T don’t know.” 
“Kindly tell the truth.” —_ cg 
Surely it 
~ must be evident to you that I cannot know. 


-“T am endeavoring to do so. 


In fact, I don’t mind telling you that I'd be 
a2 ee easier if I did. Be left yout 


bred in the Wall Street school, e. 
not belong to. them, the temptations of ‘that 


' wealth, made anyhow, so it was made fast—_ 


But I op-. 
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boat # » 
“T should think it likely.” d 
“There is not much time to be fae eit 
Gold, turning to his companions.. TEs eke 
were aboard the police boat when we passed 


‘thd 


her there’s going to be trouble.” menses a 
Nick glanced at. the faces of the group. 4 
Though most of them were partly turned ae 


away from him, he could: er them fairly 
well. d tae 


These criminals were, all but one, e, young” 2 
men, They were not roughs; they had been: = 
The continued sight of money which did 


great gambling | game of stocks, the desire for 


these were the influences that had made. des 
perate villains of men well born and bred. | 
One of them Nick knew as a bookkeeper 
itv a bank, another as the confidential-agent | 
He was the only member of the 
party who was over forty years of age. = ‘ 
Tt was he who spoke first. = ; ; 
“Let’s hurry what we have to do,” he 
said. - 
“Wait” said Captain Gold. 
I must know from this man.” 
He walked up to Nick and looked straight 


into his: — 


of a broker. 


“One tie 


demanded, ae 
4 “How should ri know? = * sid er 


/ clew,” replied Nick. 


-hasn’t, T’can’t stand your plan. I’m not hard’ 


‘by. the Eternal, I can’t stand it.” 


at 


’ gang, “I appeal to you. 


ey time to disctiss such a subject. 


=G old. 
order to override the decision of the captain. — 


That i is our rule.” 
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doubtless caught some faint hint of his : son’s. 


riminal career. 


Had he seen and Sisnetted him when the 


son came disguised as Crawford to draw the 
fraudulent checks upon his father’s bank? 


This seemed likely. Nick hazarded a 
guess. 


“T believe,” he said, “that he thought you 


looked like a man named Crawford.” 


“J feared it,” cried Tyler. 
You talked confidentially 


“But you know 
more than that. 
with my father when you were investigating 


the bank’s affairs. ‘I must know what he 


, 


said.” “ 


“He said nothing that would give you a 


“Gentlemen,” said Tyler, 


The safety of every 


» one of us is_ involved. This man must 
speak.” 

“T believe he’s told tig truth,” said the 

_bookkeeper,. who was very pale. “And if he 


ened up to it.” 

~ Tyler laughed. 

“You don’t object to murder,” he said. 

“When it’s necessary, I say kill,” responded 
the other, “but torture is another matter, and 

“Took here,” cried another; “we haven't 
It must 
be decided in the usual way.” 
wee ueTe are six of us hete,” said Captain 


“Four must vote against torture in 


turning to his 


‘have the pleasure. 


Le as ah eg See 


Tis ieigarts 


taking some blank panes from a drawer in 
the: table sie (Caughey oa 
Each man seized a slip and hurriedly wrote F 


a word upon it. ng 


_ To say that Nick Carter viewed that pr 


him as more than mortal, 
The thought of torture administered by i 
man like this Captain Gold might well ana 
pall the stoutest heart. 1 ee ng 
_As the ballots were cast into a little ae 
Nick’s blood leaped in his veins. The captain 
and one other counted them. 3 — 
‘i said Gold, calmly, and in . 
spite of himself Nick’s — showed his pre 
lief. 


“Overruled,” 


si 


Gold. -“Well, you can afford to. be. We 


‘j 

ae: 

“You seem gratified, Mr. Carter,” = 
sha’n’t need this now.’ 


He lifted a little alcohol ia fone the | 


floor and put it away in a drawer. 


_ “T would have liked to try your nerve, a4 


Carter,” he continued. ““Red-hot iron is a zt 
great persuader, But under the rules I can’ re 
Now, gentlemen, what is 
is the verdict as to his life. I suppose We. 


need not take a formal vote on that.” 


Ties of the party were very. white i in t 
face, but they answered promptly with 
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Gold. “Who shall execute the sentence? me 
der the rules, we must draw lots.”. 

He took six playing cards from a pack 
“These he 
glanced at, and then threw them into the bal- 
lot box. 


which was in the table drawer. 


“The highest card,” he said, “is the nine of 
diamonds. Whoever draws that is to kill this 
man by the method already decided upon.” 

The box with the cards was placed upon 
the table, and covered with a hat. 
"The men, whose fates showed the most 
terrible anxiety, gathered about it. 
Nick prayed that one of the youngest men 
would be chosen. He felt! that there might 


be some chance for him, if his doom rested 


‘with the bookkeeper, for instance, and he 


could be alone with him... 
But of them all he dreaded Gold the most. 
The captain was the first to put his hand 
~ under the hat and draw a card. 
He threw it face upward on the table. 
““Tt’s all over, boys,” he said. <I have 
drawn the card!” 


CHAPTER X. 
“THE EXECUTION. 
As soon as Gold had spoken the others 
rushed to the sides of the cabin. 
Lockers were pulled open, revealing money 
hidden there, in these secret recesses, which 
gave no sign to the eye. 
There was not a great deal of it, but each 
had a share in a separate. place. 
Nick supposed it to be a sort of emergency 
~ fund saved from their robberies, and hidden 
here that. it might be instantly available if 


(flight became puedes necessary. 

the, re G 

uy = ee: 
ewes 


-the cabin. 


_There were a see other artistes —elothi 
ae various material of disguise. 
This was carelessly thrown on n the floor re ; 


Tt might as well go with the ee Bug,” 
said one. 
A terrible thought flashed through Nick’s 


“We can’t carry it with us.” 


brain. ie 

They were going to burn the boat and leave 
kim in the midst of the flames. 

“Tyler,” he demanded, “what are you 
about to do?” 

There was no answer. 
“Look here, my men,” cried Nick, “you’re 
only making the case worse for yourselves. | 
You will only——” pe 
Gold slapped: his hand hard across Nick's 

mouth. 


- With the other hand he pointed to the 


cabin door. 


His men filed out obedient to his unspoken 
command, and Nick saw more than one of 
them cast a horror-stricken look backward at 


himself, 


“Now, we're alone,” said Tyler, “and 


short stories are the best. You won’t waste 


a 


time pleading with me. pes 


“Probably you want to know where you res 


‘to die, and I'll téll you right away.” 


_ He drew from a locker which had not be- z 


fore been opened, a black object, which-was Ee 


= 


about the size of an ordinary mantel clock, 


and resembled it somewhat in appearance. , 


He set this on the table, and immediately 


it began to tick. 


Tyler looked at his watch. ‘hen he 


turned to Nick. oad 


30 ; 
a3 ‘tell you that it is nearly full of dynamite, 
you will be able to picture the Tesult. 
Bee This boat will be reduced to match-wood, 
“Your body will vanish in vapor. 
“Not so much as a piece of bone from your 
skeleton will ever be found, nor a shred of 
your clothing: You will be! reduced to. the 
: elements of-which all-of us are made. 
“It is a quick death, though a terrible one. 


On the whole, I regard it as better than you 


déserve. ; 
“You have pushed me hard, Carter. For 
months, Ihave felt your hand. In the mat- 


ter of the Caswell & Mortimer defalcation 

which was engineered by me, I perceived 

f your work, ° 
¢ A 

“You were very close to me once, and only 


the stticide of the actual defaulter saved me.” 
~-- * “So you were in that?” said Nick, trying 
“to steady his faculties for a last effort. 

Heat 


ar “the ticking. . How many seconds are there in 


eves: and in others. But time flies.. 
fifteen minutes—only thirteen minutes now. 
“Tell me and I will tell you how many sec- 


‘onds y you will live. 


thousand, but they pass-quickly. ‘Every tick 


is a second, and so your life ebbs away. 


“Now I must go. This Washington ‘af- 

es fair, as the tail-piece of my little flyer with 

of thy father’s bank, settled the business be- 
- tween us. It was death to one of us. 


_ “Had I been the one, I would have faced 


it calmly, as you are doing, now that the lot 
has fallen to you. Good-by.” 
= “Hold on, aS eB said Nick. “There’s 


= one thing more. 
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Why, there are nearly a nous mcking resounded thrseee the cabin, 


~ self. 


“You hold both my hands.” 


open with your: teeth. ef 


Of course you've been 


=e ne 
<—y 


father suspected? You must have knowt ‘i 


His ees p 


hand into the detective’s coat. 


Nick, who had worked one hand 


head forward, as a ees sities; and fastened 
his teeth in the wretch’s fingers. ._ 
Turn and twist as he might, the villa 


could not free himself. , 


Nick’s teeth cut Tyler’s fingers to the oe 

Yet the detective could speak i in. spite. yf 
this. His words \ were mile, but they were) 
intelligible. neat 
“Free me,” he eid, “or die with mee ala 


~And in the silence that followed that omi- 


Tyler was catight. He knew that it 


a 


death to stay, and that he could not Ba h 


=. Loy. Wi r “ye aY 
He had tried every savage attack of whe 


he was capable, but ges pluck and s str 12 


would not yield. 
“How can I free ae ‘gasped ; 


“Reach over my back and pall ¢ 


ae ee Nick is 


4 ¢ on.” 3 *.  < ee 
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i before he was able to hurl Tyler from him against the policemen wip were there on a 
guard. ora 
They rolled together on lees eee bet 
Nick was the first to regain his feet. 


and stand up a free man. 
With the force of Nick’s propulsion, Tyler 


if 
y 


; fell to the floor. 


f 


_ He sprang to his feet and rushed toward The wreck was sinking under him. 


: the door. One of the policemen was unable to rise. - 


\ 


gee 


Two burly forms, clothed in blue, and with 
' revolvers in their hands, blocked the way. 

= __ Tyler, regardless of their weapons, and 
) fearing only the terrible explosion behind 
_ him, dashed against them. 

He was hurled back, shrieking out curses. 
As he did so, 


Tyler, who was half crazed with rage and 


Nick also sprang forward. 


_ fear, pulled out his watch. ~ 
“My God!” he cried. 

t come |” ; 
Behind the 


Chick’s form. There was a tow-boat backed 


“The minute has 


blue-coats Nick could see 
up astern to the Gold Bug, which was lying 
‘te a pier. Nick knew that the awful explo- 

sion would involve the death not only of him- 

self and of Chick, who was dearer than a 
brother, but of the officers who had so loyally 
come to his aid. 
For a single instant his mind struggled 
with the terrible problem. ; 

Then, with the strength of a madman, he 

seized the fatal box and hurled it through one 
of the windows of the cabin. 

A single awful second, longer than any 
hour he had ever passed, elapsed. 

Then there was an explosion of tremendous 
violence. 

The whole side of the canal boat was blown 


in. 


Nick, who stood at the cabin door, was 


blown through it, his body striking violently 


t 


Nick flung his body upon the stern of the 


_ tug-boat. 


The other ‘policeman was able to elisa 
aboard, and Nick followed. 

On the stern of the tug, the first thing he 
saw was the body of Mrs. Dunham. 

She had evidently been knocked down by 
the force of the explosion. | 

It had blown in the doors of the boat’s 
cabin, and three men were rushing out as 
Nick leaped aboard. The astonished detec- 
tive recognized them as members of the gang 
which so short a while ago had sentenced 
him to death. How they came there he did 
not stop to speculate about. He instantly 
sprang upon one of the escaping prisoners. 
Chick hurled himself against:another so vio- 
lently that. both fell headlong into the cabin. _ 

In a second Nick had snapped the hand- 
cuffs on his prisoner’s wrists and had torn a 
false beard from his face. 

On the pier, meanwhile, two policemen had 
captured a third. ; 

The round-up was complete, for the other 
two prisoners had not escaped from the 
cabin. They had been an stunned by the. 
explosion. 

Patsy had also suffered from it, but he soon 
recovered. Nick, meanwhile, had heard the 
state of affairs explained by Chick. The lat 
ter had traced Nick to the pier, as Nick had 
traced Patsy. He had not identified the Gold _ F : 
Bug, but had known that | one of ne canal 
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boats was the gang’s rendezvous. | Having 
learned so much, Chick posted a.secret po- 
ice guard at the head of the pier, and then 


engaged a tug to guard the seaward end. 


While bearing down upon the pier in this 

tug, he had encountered Patsy’s boat; and 

while he was picking Patsy up, the Gold Bug 

had got away in the darkness. Then came a 
search, with the fortunate result already de- 
scribed. 

suit what of Captain Gold? That question 
was soon answered. His body was found in 
the wreckage of the canal boat, pinned down 
by fragments of her planks which had been 
driven in a‘mass into a corner of the cabin, 
and were tightly jammed together. Such was 
the desperate villain’s end. 

j Only a word remains to be said. The two 
men who had assisted Captain Gold in the 
murder of Dunham were identified among the 
ptisoners, and will pay the penalty of their 
crime with their lives. 

The others will serve long terms for vari- 
ous robberies of which the gang. has been 
proven guilty. 
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Tts plots were disclosed by confession, and 


it was. the universal opinion that it would | 
have become the terror of “the Street” had : 
not Nick Carter stepped in and ended it. i 
President Tyler will never recover from _ 
the shock on learning that his son was so . 
great a villain. He had only dimly suspected _ ¢ 
him of connection with the robbery of the 
Wall Street National Bank. ane | 


| 
His suspicion had been enough to pee 
him anxious to hold back Nick’s original ex- 


amination, and yet he had had little doubt 


RE 
that his son could clear himself. Ao 


Hes ' 
Mrs. Dunham recovered from the terrible 


strain of her experiences, but not from the 


loss of her husband, for whom she will ever — 
mourn with an intensity worthy of a better 5 


>) 
‘G 


man as its object. 2 
; THE END. 

5 ; z | 

The next number will contain ‘‘Saved | 


from the Flames; or, Nick Carter at Mystic — 


Vale Crematory.” f 
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ANOTHER NEW IDEA 


PRN publishing business has taught them that the average man 
Ge] and boy like nothing better than good detective stories. We 
have, in the past, published many of the old style, where 
the detective passes through a series of marvelous and hairbreadth 


, escapes and finally secures his quarry. The Shield Weekly will, 


however, be an absolutely new departure. Each and every number of the 
weekly will contain a history of a complete and intricate crime, the solution 
of which is worked out by the skill and ability of the detectives. These are 


True stories, absolute chapters of experience taken 
from the note books of the greatest and most noted 


Chiefs of Police in the largest cities of America. _ 


RUE detective stories are stranger than fiction. The Shield 
Weekly is a new series of detective stories, but it is “some- 
thing different.” Street & Smith’s long experience in the — 


Their fund of knowledge upon this subject has been drawn upon by 


special arrangement. We propose to demonstrate to the reading public 


of America through the Shield Weekly that the ¢rue histories of real crimes 
contain as much and more of romance than do the imaginative tales which have 
been constructed in the past by the Writers of detective stories. We feel that 
the time is ripe for the presentation of this absolutely new class of 


~<s- 


detective tales. The first number in this series will consist of manu-— 


scripts from records in the archives of the Boston police, as repre- 
sented by INSPECTOR WATTS, who is well known throughout the 
New England states, in fact, throughout America, as one of the shrewdest 
and most clever Secret Service Officials in the world. The great inspectors 
of other large cities of the country will figure in due course. 
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